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J

Horace Walpole's Correspondence is one of the great achieve
ments of the eighteenth century, as anyone who has perused the
forty-eight volumes of the Yale edition would attest, then the
eight volumes of letters between Horace Walpole (1717—1797) and
Horace Mann (1706—1784) form the centerpiece of that collection. In
these letters, both writers expound at length on politics and public
affairs; obsess fastidiously about art and artists, as well as collectors and
collecting; bemoan the vicissitudes of friends and the difficulties of
relations; detail personal concerns, such as houseguests, social arrange
ments, and private aspirations; delve into intimate details about personal
health; and, in the midst of all of this, contemplate every important
historical event that transpired during the years in which these letters
were composed.
Horace Walpole wrote an unintermpted series of letters to Horace
Mann between 1740, when Walpole first met Mann in Florence, where
he had a position in the office of the British Envoy, and 1786, when
Mann died, still working in Florence and now himself "envoy extraordi
nary and plenipotentiary." As the editors of the Walpole Correspondence
make clear, Mann was a relative of the Walpole family who came under
the protection of Sir Robert Walpole in London in the 1730s. Bom in
1706, he attended both Eton (1718) and Clare College, Cambridge
(1720), leaving the latter without taking a degree. Disagreements with
his father led him to return to Florence, where he had already spent
Copyright © 2009 AMS Press, Inc.All rights reserved.
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some time. In 1738 he assisted Charles Fane, the British resident at the
court of the Grand Duke of Tuscany. Mann took over Fane's duties on
24 April 1749 OS, as charge d'affaires. He owed this appointment to Sir
Robert Walpole. While in Florence, he entertained English travelers and
acted as intermediary in art purchases made by English acquaintances.
He was awarded a baronetcy in 1755; was make Knight of Bath in 1768;
envoy on 13 December 1765; and envoy extraordinary and plenipoten
tiary on 29 January 1782. "Horace Walpole's influence helped toget him
these honours, which Mann passionately coveted in order to gain the
respect of the noble Florentines who had regarded his birth as
inferior."^ Mann never visited England again after settling in Florence
in the 1730s, and Walpole never visited Italy after his short visit there
in 1740-42. Mann was not Walpole's closest friend, but he was in some
ways his most intimate correspondent. It is a commonplace that what
started as an attempt to keep each other abreast on historical matters
ended up becoming a fascinating chronicle of the age. But this corre
spondence is also as rich a portrait of male epistolary intimacy as the
eighteenth century provides. What I hope to do in this discussion of
these letters is to show how several different purposes work together in
the course of the correspondence. What does it mean when politics
become the subject of a private correspondence—even one that might
later be published (Walpole demanded his letters back from Mann, and
he copied and edited them, and himself prepared them for publica
tion)—and what does it mean when personal life is committed in this
way to the page? I am interested in what that says about Walpole and
Mann, about letter writing, and about eighteenth-century life: politics,
art, and friendship.
Walpole was thrilled to meet someone in Mann's position: an
English diplomat in Italy who was sophisticated and intelligent enough
to respond to his effete enthusiasm, someone who knew about Italian
art and how to procure it, and someone who shared his taste in so many
ways. One of Walpole's first letters to Mann gives a hint of this mood
of excitement that Mann represented to Walpole:

' Wiknarth Sheldon Lewis, Wairen Hunting Smith, and George L. Lam, eds., Horace Wa^ok's
Correspondence wilhSirHoraceMann, vols. 17-24 of Lewis, ed..The Yak Edition ofHorace Walpole's
Correspondence (New Haven: Yale University Press, 1937-83), 17;xxxii. Further references,
volume and page, are to this edition. The Mann volumes are numbered consecutively (1-8),
but I will use the numbers that refer to the Correspondence as a whole.
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Well, Sir Miny, you are a good creature, to send one such a
long letter, such a large packet, and such a quantity of news.
I would be as good as you if I had as much time; but you see
how many letters I have and they must be answered. I have
paid your Uttle friend your debt of crowns; and have drawn
for a hundred pound in all, 194 crowns for you and the rest
for myself; as it is all put in one note and consequently will
make a jumble, we must settle our accounts when we meet.
(17:2-3 [Rome, 16 AprU 1740 NS])
The teasing intimacy suggested by the epithet "Sir Miny" (for minister)
and the almost immediate complication of financial involvement, and
payments which are confusing to follow and jumbled enough to create
imprecise obligations: these all set a tone that continues for over fortysix years.
This mood continues in a letter written just a few weeks later, in
which again Walpole is thanking Mann and flattering him at the same
time. In the midst of a letter about papal elections, he changes the
subject to say:
I have received the tea and give you a thousand thanks; it was
the most agreeable box in the world and wanted nothing but
dear Miny in one of the canisters. You will be so good as to
give the fans the same conveyance. (17:17 [30 April 1740NS])
Walpole received gifts from Mann throughout his life, and indeed he
sent gifts to Italy as well. The charming easiness with which he receives
the gift and compliments the sender is so typical of this correspondence
that it could almost seem formulaic. When Walpole is writing, however,
the formulas never remain static.
This dynamic—elaborate gift and even more elaborate re
sponse—continues throughout the 1740s and beyond. Walpole is never
further over the top, though, than he is in this letter of thanks from
1743:
I should write to Mr Chute today, but I won't till next post: I
will tell you why presently. Last week I did not write at all.
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because I was every day waiting for the Dominichin etc.^
which I at last got last night—but oh! That etc.\ It makes me
write to you, but I must leave it etc., for I can't undertake to
develop it. I can fmd no words to thank you from my own
fund, but must apply an expression of the Princess Craon's to
myself, which the number of charming things you have sent
me absolutely melts down from the bombast of which it
consisted when she sent it to me. "Monsieur, votre generosite (I
am not sure it was not votre magnificent) ne me laisse rien a desirer
de tout ce qui se trouve deprecieux en Angleterre, dans la Chine, et aux
Indes." But still this don't express etc. The charming Madame
Sevigne who was stiU handsomer than Madame de Craon, and
had infinite wit, condescended to pun on sending her daugh
ter an excessively fine pearl necklace:"Voild, mafille, unpresent
passant tous les presents passes et presentesC Do you know that
these words reduced to serious meaning are not sufficient for
what you have sent me? (18:291 [14 August 1743 OS])

Walpole cites his most important letter-writing model, Madame de
Sevigne, as a way of telling Mann how deeply he feels his generosity.
Rarely does he find himself at a loss for words, and even here, the claim
of being at a loss allows him to display this almost campy insistence on
the seriousness of the playful French phrases. Walpole is simply having
fun here: the French phrases, together with the exclamation points, the
dashes, the arch tone, and the rhetorical questions all make this
quintessential Walpole.
As this letter continues, the praise only becomes more intense.
Walpole continues scattering exclamation points and archness as he
goes, and at the same time, he shifts the subject to a topic that Mann
would have been immediately responsive to. He refers to Sir Robert
Walpole and his fall from power:
If I were not afraid of giving you all the trouble of airing and
quarantine which I have had with them, I would send them

^ Correspondence, 18:291n2: "Besides the alleged Domenichino, Mann had sent Giambologna's
bronze, paintings by Andrea del Sarto, and Sassoferrato, Guide Reni's 'Magdalen,' Donate
Creti's copy of Guide Reni's "PaUione," a copyof the Hertnaphrodite, Valle's copyof the statue
of livia, a scagjiola table, drawings of the Uffizi, essences, and views of Rome."
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back to you again? Jesus! 'tis well our virtue is out of the
ministry! What reproach it would undergo! Why, my dear
child, here would be bribery in folio! How would mortals
stare at such a present as this to the son of a fallen minister!
I believe half of it would reinstate us again—though the vast
box of essences would not half sweeten the Treasury after the
dirty wretches that have fouled it since. (18:291—92 [14
August 1743 OS])
By mentioning the "fallen minister," Walpole is of course talking about
his father, the great Sir Robert Walpole. That he does so in this indirect
fashion is like invoking a private language between these two men. Sir
Robert was Mann's great patron and treasured friend, and for Walpole
to mention him here is to remind Mann what a deep bond they share.
The fact that Walpole turns this compliment into a complaint about the
present "dirty wretches," who "foul the ministiy" is another gesture of
intimacy. Mann knows how Walpole feels about his father's successors,
and for them to be invoked in the letter in this way, reminds Mann that
Walpole feels this change of government bitterly. He is more open to
Mann about this than he is to almost anyone. Mann, for his part,
appreciated this intimacy and was utterly devoted to Walpole's father.
After all, Sir Robert Walpole was still in office when they first met, and
he wielded power long after resigning from the Commons and returning
to the House of Lords as Lord Orford. Sir Robert had appointed Mann
to his position and supported him in it, and therefore Maim had a selfserving interest in the Prime Minister and his family. But with Horace
Walpole, there is always a hint of something more.
Mann's kindness to Horace Vf'alpole quickly becomesdeeply seated
affection, and Mann is not above stating that outright. Hopelessly less
ironic or given to irony than Walpole himself, Mann is not above a
statement as direct, and as touching, as this one:
My dear Sir, I am more miserable than I wish you to conceive,
therefore will not attempt to describe it to you; neither would
I willingly give you a moment's uneasiness. One thing alone
makes me really happy, which is that I am sure you love me
and are convinced of my most sincere and tender affection
for you. This is all I can say on this subject, though it employs
every moment of my thoughts. (17:31 [25 April 1741 NS])
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This is an intense statement, even allowing for the language of malemale devotion familiar in other eighteenth-century correspondences. It
is certainly more expressive than would be necessary in writing to the
son of one's benefactor. If his affection for Walpole and, even more,
Walpole's "love" for him are together something that "employs every
moment of [his] thoughts," then Mann sees his relation with Walpole
as something out of the ordinary. The love that Mann expresses here
functions as the ground of this correspondence. The men remained
devoted to each other throughout their lives.
Walpole's affection for Mann was just as deeply felt, and he
expressed it repeatedly in various ways throughout their correspon
dence. This is the letter Walpole wrote Mann in 1756 on the occasion
of the latter's twin brother's death in London:
My dearest Sir, what an afflicting letter I am forced to write to
you! But I flatter myself, you will bear it better from me, than
from any other person: and affectionate as I know you, could
I deprive you or myself, of the melancholy pleasure of relating
such virmes? My poorest, yet best consolation is, that, though
I think his obstinacy in not going abroad, and ill management
may have hurried his end, yet nothing could have saved him:
his lungs are entirely gone... .What little more I would say, for
I spare your grief rather than indulge my own, is that I
beseech you to consider me as more and more your friend: I
adored Gal, and will heap affection on that I already have for
you. I feel your simation, and beg of you to manage me with
no delicacy, but confide all your fears and wishes and wants
to me—^if I could be capable of neglecting you, write to Gal's
image that will forever live in memory most grateful to him.
(21:33 [16 December 1756])
This letter seems to develop its theme of consolation as it proceeds. It
brings the brother alive—^in his obstinacy and ill-management—as
vividly as it laments his loss. It is also a clear statement of Walpole's
love for Mann and his devotion to him. As Walpole heaps affection on
Mann, he does so with the knowledge that friendship is a poor substi
tute for the loss of such a brother. But he also knows that the friendship
that these men share can almost serve as a substitute for family. That at
least is what Walpole seems to be proposing here.
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Mann loves gossip, of course, and he sends Walpole every
delectable tidbit that he comes across:
There has been a strange demele between Madame Griffoni
and Vitelli. It happened on the road from Leghome. The
former desired leave to pass with her chaise which was not
granted, however it passed, then the second chaise (with some
of Madame Griffoni's attendants young Panciattici and
another) fell down. Madame Vitelli ordered her postilion to
pass over it; this could not be done and the stop gave room
for harsh discourse. Vitelli told the men they were be[cchi]
f[ottu]ti they replied bul^g[ero]na etc. (17:37-38 [9 May 1741
NS])
The language of cuckoldry and buggery that is explained fully in the
notes seems to be the entire point of this account.^ Mann enjoys the
scene not only because these two powerful women are at odds. He also
loves to tell Walpole the scandalous tale complete with the epithets that
make it rich and suggestive.
Lest we imagine that the correspondence was rigid or selfconscious, this delightful anecdote reminds uswhat kinds of issues these
men liked to consider. The scandal here, especially in its particular
terms, is frequently repeated throughout the correspondence. It is worth
considering what is so engaging about these kinds of scenes. The highly
wrought umbrage of these two harridans is part of the tale, to be sure.
The ringing accusation of bu^ery has a particular resonance as well. In
the ItaKan setting, after all, buggery is not often far from the surface.
Walpole can respond in kind. This scandalous story was sent to
Mann with fondest wishes: it has a similar resonance to that earlier tale:
From Methodism, I shall digress to tell you a story exactly the
reverse, though in the same style. Delaval, a wild young fellow,
keeps an Italian woman, called the Tedeschi. He had notice

^ Correspondence, 17:37n8: "Becco, 'cuckold,' used in expressions of abuse or insult with fottuto
(fotterd) from the
a vulgarism for'comon")"; Correspondence,17:38n9:"From
•e, 'to use contrary to nature,' 'to bu^er,' related to the obsolete bugio, bugpone, bugana
('prostitute'). Depending on its use, the meaning of buggerona varies from the jocular to the
most vulgar."
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one day that she was actually then in bed with Guadagni, a
handsome young eunuch, who sings in the burlettas.'^ The
injured cavalier takes one of his chairmen and a horsewhip,
surprises the lovers, drags them out of bed, and makes the
chairman hold Mars, while he flogged Venus most unmerci
fully. After that execution, he takes Guadagni, who fell on his
knees and cried and screamed for mercy—"No, Sir," said
Delaval, "I have another sort of punishment for you," and
immediately turned up that part, which in England indeed is
accustomed to be flogged too, but in its own country has
different entertainment—^which he accordingly gave it. The
revenge sure was a little particularl The burlettas don't much
succeed, though there never were two better comedians than
Pertici and Laschi. (20:41 [23 March 1749 OS])

Buggery is the point of this story too, as well as gender bending and the
meaning of eighteenth-century masculinity. Walpole seems happy to tell
the story of a woman being beaten and a castrato being raped by the
man he is cuckolding. He tells it because "the revenge sure was a litde
peculiar," to be sure. But he also tells it because he knows that Mann
will find such a story amusing and perhaps even arousing. At the very
least, he knows that Mann will like it. Mann's response makes this clear:
"Delaval's story has diverted us much, especially a Mr. Milbanke, a
mighty good-natured and sensible young man, who is his relation. We
suppressed, however, the part of his flogging the Tedeschi as being
rather too English. The rest of the story is allowed to do him great
honour" (20:55 [23 May 1749 NS]). The story of male rape is what
makes this a memorable story, universal in its appeal.
On another occasion, Walpole sent Mann an even more pointed
little shocker:
I must teU you a story, which is rather adapted to the Irish
part of my letter, than to the seriousness of the last paragraph.
A young Mr Winstanley happened to go into a coffee-house
in the City, where some grave elders were talking over a

•* Probably Francis Blake Delaval (1727—1771) {Correspondence, 20:41n30; see also 19:387nl3);
Caterina Tedeschi, "who sang at Venice in 1750 and 1751" (Correspondence, 20:41n31); "Cavaliere Gaetano Guadagni (ca. 1725—92), Italian alto" (Correspondence, 20:41n32).

Horace Walpole and Horace Mann

205

terrible affair, that has just happened in the country, where a
man broke into a house, ravished the mistress and killed the
master. Winstanley said very cooUy, "It was as well it was no
worse!" The citizens stared, were shocked! An old alderman
could not bear it, but cried "Zounds! Sir, what do you mean?
what could be worse?" "Why," replied t'other as coolly as
before, "if he had murdered the wife, and <b—d the husband>."^—^What would onegive to have seen the faces of the
company? Adieu! (20:317-18 [13 May 1752 OS])
Once more buggery animates the punch line, and this time Walpole
enjoys recounting the shock that the very notion causes. The simple fact
that buggery emerges in accounts like these is not what is most
interesting. Rather, what interests me is the assumption that both men
will understand these references and take them in their stride. The very
ease with which buggery slips into the conversation between Walpole
and Mann might at first seem surprising, as if it is always already part of
a larger conversation. But given the context that these men share, how
could it not be?*"
Walpole had a theory that accommodated scenes like these and
others that pepper the letters of these two men of the world. He puts it
this way:
Adieu!—^1 believe1tell you strange rhapsodies—^but you must
consider that our follies are not only very extraordinary, but
are our business and employment: they enter into our politics,
nay, 1 think they are our politics—and1don't know which are
simplest. They are TuUy's description of poetry, haec studia
juventutem almt, senectutem ohkctant;pemoctant nobiscum, peregrinantur, rusticantuid—so, if you will, that 1 write to you, you must
be content with a detail of absurdities. (20:74 [25 June 1749
OS])

Comspondence, 20:318n28:"This passage has been cut out of the MS, but the word "husband'
is vaguely suggested by the markings on the margin."
' I discuss this "context"at greater length in my essay, "Queering Horace Walpole," Studies in
English Uterature {SEE) 46 (2006): 543-62.
' "These smdies nourish youth, beguile old age.. .go through the night with us, travel with us,
go to the countrywith us"{pictto,ProArchiapoeta, 7.16; translated in Correspondence,20:74n31).
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Walpole claims that "out follies" are "our business and employment,"
and in a sense that is precisely what this correspondence demonstrates.
Everything that transpires in this amazing collection constitutes the
poUtics of these two men. I have called this concatenation "party
politics" because I think there is nowhere else so clear a statement of
the politics of personal life. Walpole sees this project as his special
mission.
In a less exuberant mood, Walpole can write damningly of their
correspondence, seemingly in contempt of the topics that they are
forced to record;
If my share in our correspondence was all considered, I could
willingly break it off; it is wearisome to pursue the thread of
folly for so many years, and with the same personages on the
scene. Patriotism, prostitution, power, patriotism again—one
ought to be new to it all, to see it in an amusing light—^but I
recollect that you wish to hear it, and I submit to run through
a recapitulation of what moves little more than my contempt!
(21:545^6 [14 November 1761])
This world-weary pose is not unfamiliar in Walpole's writing, but it is
rare. And it is often accompanied, as it is here, with an almost unwilling
resignation to give his friend what he wants. Walpole articulates his
contempt, and then proceeds to outline, in several pages of very close
detail, the most recent events in London politics, including Pitt's
pension, peace negotiations with France, the opening of Parliament, and
a dinner that the King and Queen shared with the Lord Mayor of
London. The mood of contempt is almost instantly dissipated as
Walpole delicately exposes the follies of his contemporaries. There is
very little besides enjoyment in the details of the letter itself.
In later life, Walpole returns to the question of their correspon
dence, and he praises it in the highest terms possible:
You and I, my dear Sir, have long outfriendshipped Orestes
and Pylades: now I think we are like Castor and Pollux; when
one rises t'other sets; when you can write, I cannot: I have got
a very sharp attack of the gout in my right hand, which
escaped last year, but is paying its arrears now: however I
hope the assessment will not be general on all my limbs. Your
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being so well is a great collateral comfort to me. (25:615 [4
December 1785)
What better way does Walpole have to discuss his affection for Mann
than by casting them as joint letter writers involved in a lifetime project?
The "collateral comfort" that Walpole and Mann offered each other is
vividly expressed throughout the correspondence. Walpole suffers the
gout, but he suffers the less to know that Maim is free from pain. Mann,
in physical pain or not, is delighted to hear Walpole describe their
relationship in these heroic classic terms. Orestes and Pylades, Castor
and Pollux: whatever Walpole has in mind must include the kind of
male-male intimacy of which he has elsewhere seemed particularly
aware.
Mann writes about his own health, and worries over Walpole's
complaints with tender concern. Notice the ways in which he talks
about his own ailments so as to put his friend's mind at ease. He seems
more concerned about Walpole's reaction than he does about his own
suffering:
I know my dear child how tender you are of me, nor would I
give you a moment's uneasiness, for which purpose I have
avoided speaking of my health before. I have suffered
excessively and had for above a fortnight a constant fever.
The news of your illness kept me in too much anxiety to grow
at aU better. The surgeon saw it and told me that I had much
better set out in a litter then be so xmquiet. Cocchi's return
revived me, though I grew infinitely worse after his
departure.® I have been for a great while without pain and
have had some hopes of avoiding the operation [for hemor
rhoids]. I am afraid they are vanished, but they won't think of
doing it tiUI am stronger. I go about a little; we shall soon see
whether 'tis necessary. (17:66-67 [17June 1741 NS])
Mann presents his suffering so as to minimize Walpole's worry, but at
the same time he wants his suffering to be known. He marks Walpole's
own illness as a cause for the worsening of his own, and he paints his
® Correspondence, 17:31n4; "Antonio Cocchi (1695-1758),Florentine physician and writer, friend
of HW and Mann."
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situation as nearly desperate. As he does so, however, he also insists that
his health is improving. This is a classic example of the health talk of
these two gentlemen: I didn't want to worry you, but I suffered terribly,
in part in worry over you, but now I am feeling better, or at least I hope
I am.
Walpole responds with aU the concern that Mann needed:
I shall have quite a partiality for the post of Holland; it
brought me two letters last week, and two more yesterday, of
Nov. 20th and 27th. But I find you have your perpetual
headaches—^how can you say that you shall tire me with
telling of them? You may make me suffer by your pains; but
I wiU hear and insist upon your always telling me of your
health. Do you think I only correspond with you to know the
posmre of the Spaniards, or the ^uisements of the Princess! I
am anxious too to know how poor Mr Whithed does, and Mr
Chute's gout? I shaU look upon our sea-captains with as much
horror as the King of Naples can, if they bring gouts, fits and
headaches! (18:122-23 [9 December 1742 OS])
Walpole values this news of personal health because it puts him in
closer intimacy with the friends to whom he writes. His expression, "Do
you think I only correspond with you to know the posture of the
Spaniards?" expresses his position rather precisely. Walpole does want
to know about the Spaniards, but he wants to know about his friends as
well. This balance of the personal and the political is what this corre
spondence achieves so effortlessly.
On a personal level, these men are well-matched, and their corre
spondence ranges over every private scandal and public affair of
significance that occurred in the forty-some years in which they were in
communication. One of Mann's responsibilities, in the 1740s especially,
was to monitor the activities of the Young Pretender, Charles Smart
(Bonnie Prince Charlie) and to warn London if any suspicious activities
were afoot. Mann took this responsibility seriously, to be sure, but
between Mann and Walpole it became a kind of game. Nothing is more
entertaining than reading Walpole and Mann talking about the Pretender
and his family (exiled in Rome) in a series of code names and numbers
that are as playfiol as they are transparent. For instance, in this letter
Mann is telling Walpole about his latest commission and his discoveries:
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I have been obliged by this post to answer 94 \puke of
Newcastle's letter with the whole family's [lords justices']
entreaties to acquaint them with what their advocate 202 [Mr.
had heard or could gather about 2 [Pretender's eldest son]'s
affairs or intentions in general which in substance is much the
same he told me. He had wrote to you with the addition of
one circumstance only that 21 miny ^rench minister] at 77
[Rome] endeavoured to keep up their spirits with the pleasing
hopes of the match [f the French and the English Jacobites] and
they say had let drop some expression as if little 582 [French
armj] who lives in a snug lodging near 130 [Englanre would
employ his utmost endeavours to bring it about at a proper
time when little expected, which they seem to £x for some
time after 16 [Parliament comes to town, who they say will
speak his mind very freely and make more bustle than is
imagined. These are strange idle notions but cannot be got
out of their heads, but it seems they really flatter themselves
that the Girl \fcotland\ is in their interest and wiU take the
opportunity to throw herself into the arms of her deary whilst
her brother's own affairs engage all his attention. Some people
pretend to say that 91 fjreatDuke, 49 [Queen ofFLungary] was
making his court to 21 [F/w»r^] whilst he was engaged with 34
[the King] which enraged the latter much, who has determined
to take care of the health of 55 [Hanover] about whom he was
under great apprehensions. All this may be false for aught I
know but I teU you people's opinions as I know you love to
hear of you Florentine acquaintance. (17:160-61 [15 October
1741 NS])
It would be unfair to say that this is all a game to Mann—^his political
role was semi-serious at least—^but nevertheless it seems that he is
having fun with numbers here. He enjoys writing in code and seems to
know that Walpole will enjoy reading it. Politics, even such pressing and
nationally important politics as the movements of the Pretender in the
early 1740s, becomes something more than politics in this correspon
dence. However serious the matters at hand become, that is, the report
of what is going on remains a game that these two friends share.
While Mann was keeping Walpole abreast of coming scandals,
Walpole sent Mann a detailed account of the activities of the British
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government, developments in the House of Commons especially. As
always his view of the political events in which he was immersed was a
personal view:
I am miserable that I have not more time to write you,
especially as you will want to know so much of what I have to
tell you; but for a week or fortnight I shall be so hurried that
I shall scarce know what I say; I sit here writing you, and
receiving aU the town, who flock to this house; Sir Robert has
already had three levees this morning, and the rooms still
overflowing; they overflow up to me. You will think this the
prelude to some victory! On the contrary, when you receive
this, there will be no longer a Sir Robert Walpole: you must
know him by the title of the Earl of Orford. That other
envied name expires next week with his ministry! (17:318 [4
Febmary 1742 OS])
One vague impression that has circulated concerning Horace Walpole
was that he was distant from his father. In these London years, after
Horace's return to England and before Sir Robert's death in 1745, these
two very different figures became quite close. And no one is given a
more intimate view of that closeness than Horace Mann.
At the same time, Horace often relegated his father to a position
second to that of his amusements. This is a letter suggesting the relative
importance of each to this young man's imagination:
I write to you more tired and with more headache, than
anyone but you could conceive! I came home at five this
morning from the Duchess of Norfolk's masquerade; and was
forced to rise before eleven for my father, who came from
Richmond to take his seat in the Lords, for the Houses met
today. He is gone back to his retirement....
During the recess they have employed [Nicholas]
Fazakerley to draw up four impeachments; against Sir Robert,
my uncle, Mr. Keene and Colonel Bladen, who was only
commissioner for the tariff at Antwerp. One of the articles
against Sir R[obert], is, his having at this conjuncmre trusted
Lord Waldegrave as ambassador, who is so near a relation of
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the Pretender—but these impeachments are likely to grow
obsolete MSS
I must tell you how fine the masquerade of last night was.
There were 500 persons, in the greatest variety of handsome
and rich dresses I ever saw, and all the jewels of London—and
London has some! There were dozens of ugly Queens of
Scots, of which I will only name to you the eldest Miss
Shadwell! The princess of Wales was one, covered in dia
monds, but did not take off her mask: none of the royalties
did, but everybody else. (17:335, 336, 338 [18 February 1742
OS])
The dutiful son might be thought to be at odds with the partygoer in a
simation like this, but Walpole's genius is to make it all part of the same
report. That is. Sir Robert's retirement and the meeting of the Houses
of Parliament are on a par in this correspondence with what people were
wearing at the Duchess of Norfolk's masquerade, and thatis what makes
this so engaging. The description is even more engaging because
Walpole enters so thoroughly into the masquerade. It is not an after
thought here; instead, it seems to be the real point of the passage. The
diamonds of the princess of Wales matter to Walpole because they make
better reporting than his father's pending impeachment does.
Walpole describes another masquerade some twenty years later,
this time one of the events celebrating the 1763 Peace of Paris (which
ended the Seven Years' War):
Last night we had a magnificent entertainment at Richmond
House, a masquerade and fireworks. As we have consciences
no wiser than his Modenese Highness's, a masquerade was a
new sight to the young people, who had dressed themselves
charmingly without having the fear of an earthquake before
their eyes, though Prince William and Prince Henry were not
suffered to be there. The Duchesses of Richmond and
Grafton, the fkst a Persian sultana, the latter as Cleopatra, and
such a Cleopatra! were glorious figures, in different styles,
Mrs. Fitzroy in a Turkish dress. Lady George Lenox and lady
Bolinbroke in Grecian girls'. Lady Mary Coke as Imoinda, and
Lady Pembroke as a pilgrim, were the principal beauties of
the night. The whole garden was illuminated and the apart-
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ments. An encampment of barges decked with streamers in
the middle of the Thames, kept the people from danger and
formed a stage for the fireworks, which were placed too along
the raUs of the garden. The ground rooms lighted, with
suppers spread, the houses covered and filled with people, the
bridge, the garden full of masks, Whitehall crowded with
spectators to see the dresses pass, and the multimde of heads
on the river, who came to light by the splendour of the firewheels, composed the gayest and richest scene imaginable;
not to mention the diamonds and sumpmousness of the
habits. The Dukes of York and Cumberland, and the Mar
grave of Anspach, were there, and about six hundred masks.
Adieu! (22:148-49 [5 June 1763])

Walpole celebrates a political victory by offering this elaborate descrip
tion, and he entertains Mann with the details of high entertainment. The
masquerade suggests that the event is a celebration of empire as much
as it is an3fthing else. With the duchesses in African, Turkish, Persian,
and Egyptian dress, the effect is vividly displayed, and Walpole is more
deeply involved in the grandeur of the moment than he might like to
admit. He describes the "splendour" so richly and evocatively because
he wants Mann to share the experience. In most letters of this kind, he
more than succeeds in his aim. Here, he almost outdoes himself. The
long sentence that begins "the ground rooms were lighted," and
proceeds to the end of the paragraph, gives an example of Walpole's
technique: he adds detail upon detail in order to create an impression of
the scene. And by the end of the letter the entire event seems to have
come alive before the reader's eyes. At least it would come alive for a
sympathetic reader like Mann.
On another occasion, Walpole makes it clear that public celebra
tions threaten to drown out political reality. Walpole's account of events
in 1770 makes this point vividly:
The bankruptcy in France and the rigours of the new
ComptoUer-General, are half forgotten in the expectation of
a new opera at the new theatre. Our civil war has been lulled
asleep by a subscription masquerade, for which the House of
Commons literally adjourned yesterday. Instead of Fairfax's
and Cromwell's, we have had a crowd of Henrys the Eighth,
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Wolseys, Vandykes, and harlequins; and because Wilkes was
not mask enough, we had a man dressed like him with a vizor
in imitation of his squint, and a cap of liberty on a pole. In
short, sixteen or eighteen young lords have given the town a
masquerade, and politics for the last fortnight were forced to
give way to habit-makers. The ball was last night at Soho, and
if possible, was more magnificent than the King of Den
mark's. The bishops opposed: he of London formally
remonstrated to the King, who did not approve it, but could
not help him. The consequence was that four divine vessels
belonging to the holy fathers, alias, their wives, were at this
masquerade. (23:192—93 [27 February 1770])
Walpole's protest is weaker than his pleasure in describing this remark
able event. As politics "were forced to give way to habit-makers," of
course, Walpole's correspondence does the same, and this account of
a lively masquerade stands out as a welcome break from political
reporting. Of course, it is in itself a form of political reporting. When
entertainments displace politics, Walpole seems to say, even the church
is not immune.
Mann was the person to whom Walpole could express his deepest
concerns about his role in the Walpole family and his hopes for his own
future. This account of his visit to Houghton, his father's country estate,
suggests the direction these thoughts could take:
I am writing to you two or three days beforehand, by way of
settling my affairs: not that I am going to be married or to die;
but something as bad as either if it were to last as long. You
will guess that I can only be going to Houghton; but I make
as much an affair of that, as other people would of going to
Jamaica. Indeed I don't lay in store of cake and bandboxes,
and citron water and cards and cold meat, as country-gentlewomen do after the Session. My packing up and travelling
concerns lie in very small compass; nothing but myself and
Patapan, my footman, a cloak bag and a couple of books. My
old Tom is even reduced upon the article of my journey; he
is at the Bath, patching together some very bad remains of a
worn-out constitution. I always travel without company, for
then I take my own hours and my own humours, which I
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don't think the most tractable to shut up in coach with
anybody else. You know St Evremont's rule for conquering
the passions, was to indulge them; mine for keeping my
temper in order, is never to leave it too long with another
person. I have found out that it will have its way, but I make
it take its way by itself. It is such sort of reflection as this, that
makes me hate the country: it is impossible in one house with
one set of company, to be always enough upon one's guard to
make one's self agreeable, which one ought to do, as one
always expects it from others. (18:498 [16 August 1744 OS])

Walpole resents being on show in his father's house, and he travels
there as if he is traveling to a foreign country because that is what it
represents to him. Walpole also hates being under any direction other
than his own. He resists Houghton because it represents the kind of
power and paternal authority that he has foresworn. It makes him cross.
But even as it does that, it causes him to imagine what a country house
of his own would be like:
If I had a house of my own in the country, and could live
there now and then alone, or frequently changing my com
pany, I am persuaded I should like it; at least, I fancy I should,
for when one begins to reflect why one don't like the country,
I believe one grows near liking to reflect in it. I feel very often
that I grow to correct twenty things in myself, as thinking
them ridiculous at my age; and then with my spirit of whim
and folly I make myself believe that this is all prudence, and
that I wish I were young enough to be as thoughtless and
extravagant as I used to be. But if I know anything of the
matter, this is all flattering myself: I grow older, and love my
follies less—^if I did not, alas! Poor prudence and reflection!
(18:498-99 [16 August 1744 OS])
Walpole of course developed a house on the terms he sets out here: he
lived there alone and had constantly changing company as well. He likes
the country, in fact, as long as he can have it on his own terms. That
became possible some years later when he procured and began work on
the country house in Twickenham known as Strawberry Hill. As my
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wotk on Strawberry Hill, and that of others, has suggested, he realized
himself in his Gothic country house as he did nowhere else.'
Over the years, Walpole and Mann discuss, among other things,
several changes of ministry in London, various upheavals in Italian
politics as well as various papal intrigues; the Jacobite Rebellion of 1745,
the Seven Years' War, the American Revolution, the Gordon riots, India
and colonization, sugar plantations and the slave trade.
At times, the world seems just too much for this poor letter writer,
and he expresses himself in frustration and his own version of rage:
It is more equitable to suppose that my conception is worn
out, than that the world wants events. I tell you of a nation of
madmen, and yet want instances. It is certain, both, that we
do not grow sage, and that I have nothing to say. The town is
divided into two great classes, the politicians and the pleasurists. The first are occupied with that vast foetus, the American
contest, and wars at that distance do not go on expeditiously.
Wilkes has arrived at his ne plus ultrcr, he has presented a
remonstrance in form to the throne; and with the magnanim
ity of an Alexander, used his triumph with moderation—^in
modern language, with good breeding. The younger genera
tion game, dress, dance, go to Newmarket. Some of them—
not juniors all, learn to sing. Cortez was victorious in our last
opera, Montes^uma—I doubt the Americans will not be
vanquished in recitative. (24:89 [17 April 1775])
Walpole sees eveiything as a kind of performance here. Between them,
the politicians and the pleasurists have made life a torment for him. He
sees the ways in which the pleasures of London have rendered the
ministers powerless. The political insufficiency of the age is expressed
in the final bon-mot: "Americans will not be vanquished in recitative."
Some Londoners, according to Walpole, might not agree.
Those events are engaging in these letters, in part because they are
interspersed with other news and gossip thatgives them a context. Even
more importantly, the way in which Walpole describes historical events
gives them a kind of life they would not otherwise have. His description

' See my "Playing House with Horace: The Interior of Strawberry Hill," forthcoming.
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brings events alive by nuanced detail and personal reflection. Here is
Walpole's letter reporting the treason trials that followed the Jacobite
rebellion:
I am this moment come from the conclusion of the greatest
and most melancholy scene I ever saw! You will easily guess
it was the trials of the rebel Lords. As it was the most interest
ing sight, it was the most solemn and fme: a coronation is a
puppet show, and all the splendor of it, idle; but this sight at
once feasted one's eyes and engaged aU one's passions. It
began last Monday; three parts of Westminster Hall were
enclosed with galleries, and hung with scarlet; and the whole
ceremony was conducted with the most awfiil solemnity and
decency....One hundred and thirty-nine lords were present,
and made a noble sight on their benches frequent andfull}^ The
Chancellor was lord high steward; but though a most comely
personage with a fine voice, his behaviour was mean, curi
ously searching for occasion to bow to the minister that is no
peer, and constantly applying to the other ministers, for their
orders; and not even readyat the ceremonial. To the prisoners
he was peevish; and instead of keeping to the dignity of the
law of England, whose character it is, to point out favour to
the criminal, he crossed them, and almost scolded at any offer
they made towards defence. I had armed myself with all the
resolution I could, with the thought of their crimes and of the
danger past, and was assisted by the sight of the Marquis of
Lothain in weepers for his son who fell at CuUoden—^but the
first appearance of the prisoners shocked me!Their behaviour
melted me! Lord Kilmamock and Lord Cromartie are both
past forty, but look younger. Lord Kiknarnock is tall and
slender, with an extreme fine person: his behaviour a most
just mixture between dignity and submission: if anything to be
reprehended, a little affected, and his hair too exactly dressed
for a man in his simation; but when I say this, it is not to find
fault with him, but to show how little fault there was to be
found. (19:280-81 [1 August 1746 OS])

' Alexander Pope, Odyssgi, 24.482.
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This passage might be called classic Walpole. His description of the
event is careful and precise, but as soon as a feature seems out of place
he gives his assessment. In this case the lord high steward is called out
for behavior that not many besides Walpole might have noticed. His illinformed self-importance condemns him here, because what Walpole
describes is so vivid and pointed in its ridicule. More pointed still, and
touching, is his reaction when the prisoners appear. In this case, feeling
gets the better of Walpole, and he dramati2es that play of emotion with
great care. Even more engagingly, he dramatizes his own engagement
with the stature and demeanor of the prisoners, and he does this by
revealing his own fascination with the "person" of each of them. The
detail that I find most persuasive, however, in this description of Lord
Kilmarnock, is the misplaced affectation of having his "hair too exacdy
dressed for a man in his situation." How, indeed, is the hair of someone
on trial for treason to be dressed? That Walpole suggests that he knows
the answer to this question is the very detail that makes this passage
come alive.
When Mann writes about an event with possible historical
significance, he delights in suggestive innuendo and always highlights
the possibilities of scandal. When the politically stressed and unpopular
Pope, Clement XIV, died suddenly in 1774, the rumor that he was
poisoned traveled qtiickly throughout Italy. Mann sent Walpole this
account:
My dear Sir, Never was poison more manifesdy proved than
in the case of the late Pope, for though the dissection of his
body was made the same day he died, the putrefaction of it
was so great that the surgeons had great difficulty to perform
that operation. As soon as they touched his head, all the hair
and all his teeth fell out, all the bones of his body crumbled
away, and the flesh upon the least touch of the knife did not
divide, but came awayin pieces. They were forced to embalm
the body twice in order to transport it to the Vatican, but his
face was so disfigured that it was necessary to cover it with a
mask of wax. At the dissection his bowels were put into a
large, strong earthen pan, but the fermentation of them was
so great that it broke it. The body was deposited the first
night in a private chapel in order to be consigned in form the
next morning to the great chapter of St. Peter's, but in the
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removal of it for that purpose the head detached itself from
the body. It is supposed that a slow poison, but very sure in
its effect, was given to him in the last Holy Week. (24:42-43
[1 October 1774])

Mann luxuriates in the lurid details of poisoning, and he spares Walpole
none of the details of the papal autopsy. It almost feels as if Mann has
decided to try his own hand at a Gothic novel. The details of this fleshly
dissolution, as vivid as they make this passage, also add a comic touch.
As "all the hair and all his teeth fell out, aU the bones of his body
crumbled away," there is little alternative but to laugh; then the head
detaches from the body, and when the bowels break the earthenware
bowl we have to wonder if we are dealing in fact or Vatican fancy.
Later Mann affirms that the Pope and his taster have both suc
cumbed from drinking hot chocolate that had been poisoned, and
before long the Jesuits are being blamed for the assassination. Accord
ing to Mann, "This circumstance shocked the Romans much, and
silenced those few who had doubts of the cause of the Pope's death.
They asserted the prophecies and interpreted them as a just vengeance
from heaven for his having suppressed the Jesuits" (24:49 [8 October
1774]).
When Walpole responds to this tale, he enters into Mann's cabal
and even becomes a little philosophical. 'Tf theJesviits have precipitated
the Pope's death, as seems more than probable, they have acted more
by the spirit of their order, than by its good sense... .The poisoned host
will destroy the Jesuits as well as the Pope, and perhaps the Church of
Rome will fall" (24:51 [22 October 1774]). Walpole's predictions were
incorrect, but the excessive nature of this response is surely what Mann
was hoping for. This is the correspondence at its most engaged.
Larger issues were treated similarly with a Ught touch, and Walpole
never loses his perspective, at least not in the correspondence with
Mann. When the scandal of Lord Clive's mismanagement of British
affairs in India emerged, Walpole lamented that "Lord Clive, seems to
be Plutus, the daemon that does not give, but engrosses riches" (23:381
[12 February 1772]). Clive had left India and the East India Company
some years earlier, but the India Bill "for the better regulation of the
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Affairs of the East India Company" was just being established." (This
is just at the point when Warren Hastings takes over the East India
Company.) In another letter Walpole goes on to say:
We have another scene coming to light of a black dye indeed.
The groans of India have mounted to heaven, where the
heaven-bom general Lord Clive will certainly be disavowed. Oh!
my dear Sir, we have outdone the Spaniards in Peru! They
were at least butchers on a religious principle, however
diabolical their zeal. We have murdered, deposed, plundered,
usurped—nay, what think you of the famine in Bengal, in
which three millions perished, being caused by a monopoly of
the provisions by the servants of the East India Company? All
this is come out, is coming out—unless the gold that inspired
these horrors can quash them. Voltaire says learning, arts and
philosophy have softened the manners of mankind—when
tigers can read, they may possibly grow tame—but man!—
What shall I teU you, to clear up your brow and make you smile again?
ShaU it be, that Lord Chatham hunts and makes verses? He has wrote
a copy to Garrick,in which he disclaims ambition. Recollect what I have
said to you, that This world is a comei^ to those who think, a tragedy to those who
feel! This is the quintessence of aU I have learnt in fifty years! Adieu!
(23:387 [5 March 1772])
The first paragraph demonstrates the Walpole that emerges again
when he is talking about the Reign of Terror in Paris in the nineties. But
here he is talking about the British, and he is outraged that the scandal
shows them to be so brutal and savage in their dealings with the native
population. Walpole's energy here is palpable, and the distress he feels
comes through in the growing animation of the passage. It is something
of a tour de force. But then, almost instinctively recognizing that he
cannot end a letter like that, he tells an amusing anecdote which serves
to put the excitement in context and reassure his friend that he has not
lost his perspective.

" Correspondence, 23:381nl3.
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Later, when Walpole is writing about the American Revolution, he
is equally exercised and surprisingly direct in his condemnation of his
countrymen:
They openly talk of our tyranny and foUy with horror and
contempt, and perhaps with amazement, and so does almost
every foreign minister here as well as every Frenchman.
Instead of being mortified as I generally am when my country
is depreciated, I am comforted by finding that, though but
one of very few in England, the sentiments of the rest of the
world concur with and comfort mine. The people with us are
fascinated: and what must we be when Frenchmen are
shocked at our despotic acts! Indeed both this nation and
their King seem to embrace the most generous princi
ples—the only fashion I doubt in which we shall not imitate
them! Too late our eyes will open! (24:124 [7 September
1775)]
Whether Walpole and Mann are talking about events in Florence or
London, they maintain a perspective that allows them to place even
horrifying public events in the context of personal intimacy. At the same
time, the little bits of gossip that pass back and forth are rich with the
kind of suggestiveness that this correspondence makes familiar.
The same could be said about Walpole's letters in which he
discusses London politics.
It is an angry Opposition, but very duU; does not produce a
lively ballad or epigram....For twenty years I have been
looking at parties, factions, changes, and struggles—do you
wonder that I am tired, when I have seen them so often acted
over, and pretty much by the same dramatispersonisi Yet I wish
I had no worse reason for not enjoying the repetition! I am
not only grown old (though I find that is no reason with the
generality, for I think all the chiefs are very Struldbrugs in
politics) but my spirits are gone. It is always against my will
when I talk of my health, and I have disguised its being out of
order as long as I could; but since the fit of gout that I had in
the spring, and whose departure I believe I precipitated too
fast, I have had a constant pain in my breast and stomach. It
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comes like a fever at six in the morning, proceeds to a pain by
the time I rise, and lasts with a great lowness of spirits till
after dinner. In most evenings I am quite well. I am teased
about my management of myself. I abhor physicians, and
have scarce asked a question of one; my regimen is still more
condemned, but I act by what I find succeeds best with me;
you will be surprised when I tell you, that though I think my
complaint a flying gout, I treat it with water and the coldest
things I can find, except hartshorn; fifty drops of the latter
and three pears are my constant supper, and my best nights
are when I adhere to this method. I thought for three weeks
I had cured myself, but for the last ten days I have been rather
worse than before. In short, what I hope you will not dislike,
though you will be sorry for the cause, I am thinking of a trip
to Italy in March. Much against my inclination, I own, except
for the pleasure of seeing you. Strawberry, which, I have
almost finished to my mind, and where I mean to pass the
greatest part of the remainder of my life, pulls hard. I shall
decide in a few days, whether I shall set out, or first try Bath
or Bristol. The two latter, except for the shortness of the time,
are much more against my inclination. (22:110 [20 December
1762])
In this wonderful passage, Walpole manages to combine the personal
and the political as he always does so well. It is one of the charms of the
correspondence that public events are so often placed in personal
contexts such as this one. This is not xmusual in a correspondence, but
it is rarely acknowledged when talking about the letters between
Walpole and Mann.
Walpole moves from the dreadful London politics to his own state
of health, and he spares Mann none of the details of his physical
complaints. The perspective on his own suffering is ironic, but Walpole
still makes it clear that he is in a miserable state. Out of this misery,
however, comes the promise, never fulfilled of course, of a trip to Italy.
I think it is charming to see these two men, now both well into middle
age, contemplating a reunion. It is ironic that for the first time in years,
Walpole considers Italy, but only for reasons of health. It is almost
painful to read this little bit of self-delusion. But is it really self-delusion
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when it is meant to bring a thrill to Mann even out of Walpole's
suffering?
I think this is a useful place to end. The correspondence continues
until Mann's death in 1786, but the intensity of the correspondence, and
the deep intimacy that these men share, is obvious in the examples I
have offered. Of course this is a treasure trove for anyone looking for
material about eighteenth-century politics or public life. I hope I have
shown that it is also a treasure trove for anyone interested in versions
of eighteenth-century masculinity.

